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Author's Notes: 


Before attempting to read this, keep in mind (and prepare yourself) that this is severely non-linear and the 
scene transitions aren't labeled. Think "Pulp Fiction’. | wrote this story backwards, sideways--basically every 
way but in an orthodox fashion for that effect. | originally intended for the entire piece to take place in prison, 
but | think the situation itself is worthy of some backstory. Once again, I'm going to restate that this is 


explicitly non-con 


| knew this was going to be a challenge when | read the prompt, and it definitely proved to be one. | hope you 
like it, Augustine. <3 


"l hear the train a-comin' 
Its rolling ‘round the bend 
And | ain't seen the sunshine since | don't know when" 


--"Folsom Prison Blues", Johnny Cash 


1986 


Bad things tend to escalate like exponential functions; the more they tread, the worse they become. Give them 
enough time and they'll eventually destroy everything else. 


* 

"Man. Shit just happens, you know? One minute you're making love, the next you're taking a mugshot." 

The man who says this has a buzz-cut, the remainder of his hair being bleached blond There are two bunks 
in the cell, one of which he's sitting on. He's got a tattoo of the sniper-scope from the Pyromania album cover 
on his arm, and he's a bit too excited about his new cellmate. He rubs his hands together, giving Joe a 
sheepish smile. "So," he continues, "What got you in here? Let me guess. Public intoxication, eh? Typical 
rockstar fare?" 

Joe takes a seat on the opposite cot, eyes heavy-lidded. 

"I think | killed my best friend” 

* 

"You're fucking kidding me." 

"Absolutely honest, Joe. | swear it on my grave." 

Sav's sitting cross-legged on the hotel bed, hands tucked into the crook of his bent knees and rocking slightly in 
that excited-kid manner. Joe's roughly a metre away, sprawled out on the adjacent bed, a single finger 
messaging his temple. 


"We're a rock band, blow is everywhere. How in the hell have you avoided it?" 


Sav shrugs, his expectant expression now replaced by that of embarrassment. "| dunno. Was always a bit 


apprehensive of it, to be honest" 


"Well, good thing we're in Aberdeen, | s'pose. | can hook you up with the best Charlie dealer | know of," he says, 
then giving Sav a sideways glance. "Are you sure about this, mate? You're well aware that | don't have the 
best of luck with introducing lads to, ah, recreational substances. This isn't going to end like the time you took 
acid for the first time, back in--" 


"Ah, hopefully that isn't the case," Sav replies, sheepishly running his fingers through his hair before slipping 


his wallet out of his back-pocket and pulling out a wad of £20 notes. "D'you think this'll be enough?" 


Joe sits up, suddenly interested at the very thought of returning to this hedonistic place that he swore he 
wasn't going to return to. It's not like he's an addict or anything; the shits expensive and, the way he had 
always seen it, the thrills were only worth it on several occasions. Now, the very thought of doing this with 
Sav was almost something out of a wet dream, to be frank Just the thought of the potentialities that could 
spring from this was enough to.. 


"Oh, love, | think that'll do just fine." 


"You're fucking with me," says the man with the buzz-cut--the Fanboy. "Rick Savage, the sodding bassist of 
Def Leppard is dead, and you killed him?" 


Joe's bent elbows are on his knees and he's using his hands to cradle his face. His gaze towards the other man 
is hollow. "More of a potentiality, | suppose," he replies, his voice coming across as unintentionally nonchalant, "l 
honestly haven't a clue of his condition; they never let me see him. They sure as hell treated it as if it were a 
bank-robbery or a stabbing or some sod" He's rambling now; no longer really directed as an answer, but 
merely as a means of letting someone know his side of the goddamn story. "I had him in my arms. | literally 


carried him there, and l'm covered in vomit and.. | mean, technically it was his fault." 
"So, a suicide?" 
If it weren't for his paparazzi's enthusiasm, the man would come across as genuinely saddened. 


"An accident, mate. A mere accident, on both of our parts." Joe rubs at his eyes. "I really fucked up. If | hadn't 
of.. They would have probably let him go without any trouble. Why the hell did | take the blame?" 


The Fanboy's gaze shifts as another man enters the cell. The Visitor is quite tall, even compared to Joe, and is 
speckled with an array of tattoos; beautifully drawn images of oriental-styled dragons and tigers covering his 
heavily-muscled arms. The Fanboy stands up quickly and moves himself to the far side of the room--as far 
away from the other man as possible. Joe reveals his face from his hands to give the Visitor a tired, 


indifferent gaze. 


"Joe fucking Elliott," the man says, taking a seat on the cot next to Joe. He has narrow, amber-coloured eyes; 
intelligent yet proudly malicious. "Blimey, | thought I'd never get to see you in the flesh. | won't get out until 
2013. Always thought that your band wouldn't be around anymore, by then" Joe gives him one of those 
underlying apathetic, just-to-be-nice, smirks. He realises then that this man might be well into his forties, 
from the greying hair and lined face. He's a handsome man, nevertheless. In the process of studying the man's 
face, he notices a tattoo of a black teardrop under his right eye. Joe shoots a glance to the Fanboy, only to 
find him biting his lip, looking near petrified. 


While his gaze is elsewhere, he feels a rough hand running through his hair, then resting on the back of his 


neck. 


"You're even prettier in person" 


Sav shoves the small plastic bag into his back pocket and gives Joe the strangest expression: a combination of 
fear, excitement, some more fear, and possibly regret. Joe glances at the leaving form of the dealer as he and 
Sav both begin to walk in the opposite direction He grazes his fingers along the graffiti-donned cement of one 

of the buildings that borders the alley. 


"Oh god, what if we get caught?" Sav whispers, as if he just now suddenly realised that he purchased illegal 
drugs. 


"You're forgetting where we are, love. The bobbies have more important matters to deal with than two 
junkies," Joe assures, using a single finger to push his sunglasses from the top of his head to over his eyes. 
Joe gives Sav a mere nod and he does the same. They both appear out of the darkness of the alley, haired 
pulled back into ponytails and donning hats, and become part of the congested, crawling mass that inhibits 


every 5toclock hour of the average metropolitan area 


Of course, there would be an officer walking amongst them in the crowd. Several heads away, Joe spots him. 
That's a perk of being above average height, he supposes. He quickly glances at Sav, just to see if he had 
noticed as well, to find that he's oblivious. 


"Sav," Joe whispers, slightly nudging him. Sav responds with furrowed brows and a slight tilt of the head. 
"There's an officer nearby. l'm not judging your ability to keep calm or anything, but | think you should let me 
hang on to it" 


"Sod that. | paid for it, it's my responsibility," Sav replies. 

"That's a very noble thing to say, love, but you've got nearly four grams of Peruvian blow in your back 
pocket. | can at least hide it in my overcoat," Joe says, trying to subdue the volume of his voice to the point 
that the words almost escape as a hiss. When Sav doesn't immediately pass the goods, Joe sneaks his arm 
around Sav's back and dips two fingers into his back-pocket, pulling out the bag and transporting it to one of 
the inner pockets of his overcoat. 


One fluid movement; Sav didn't even have the chance to protest. 


Joe can feel a strange consistency on his skin, a bit too familiar. He glances down to hands to see specks of 


white on the tips of his fingers. The bag wasn't properly closed. 


Fuck. White powder is obvious as hell, especially when you're wearing black Not really knowing what to do with 


the residue on his fingers, he discreetly licks them as he examines himself. Nothing visible, thank ye gods. He 


takes another glance, as nonchalant as possible, at Sav's denim-clad ass. Once again, none to be seen. 
Sav gives Joe a smirk in response to his direction of gaze, not realising the gravity of the gesture. 


"The bag was open," Joe whispers. Sav's smirk drops, but before he can ask, Joe assures, "We're good. No too 
much escaped, | think" Too assure himself, he looks over the heads of the passersby once again. The officer is 


nowhere to be seen. 


Even though the sun is never quite visible, the feeling of nightfall is evident, when the lights go out, prison 
becomes a new kind of hell. 


"What does it take to make you sing a falsetto?" 
The Visitor's hand grazes over the curls of Joe's lower stomach, its destination imminent. 


There is a moment when that feeling of apathy becomes so potent that even something like this could be 
approached with indifference. The end result is a mix of not wanting to deal with the inevitable conflict of 


refusing submission, and the underlying need for some punishment for the sin 
Given that, well, being in prison isn't punishment enough and the sin is almost non-existent. 
Joe can't see much in the dimness, but he feels an exhale against his neck--hot and thick like a dog's breath. 


Lips trace his shoulder. The Visitor is surprisingly gentle, which is something he would have never expected in 
this situation. But it's the look in The Visitor's eyes that keeps him down--that potential to resort to 
animalistic tendencies. This tenderness is just a facade, an introduction. Maybe a bit of worship involved, as 


well. 


To be honest, he'd rather just get it over with. This damn romantic, with his drawn-out foreplay. Joe may look 
indifferent, but in his head, there is no trace of consent. He'd rather fucking die than go through this, but he 
called Mensch earlier and discovered that he should be out of here in a day and he's got plenty of more- 
important responsibilities to deal with than his own self-loathing. 


Maybe it's the foreign hand fondling his balls, or the occasional sensation of The Visitor's teeth grazing over 
the skin of his upper arm, but something makes Joe realise that he really, really doesn't deserve this. And 
even if he did--there's no way in hell that he wouldn't take this without a fight. 


So, Joe breaks away. And then he elbows that motherfucker, The Visitor, in the face. 


Sav's pupils are so dilated that Joe can't see the blue of his irises anymore. The combination of sex and blow 


could do that, he guesses. 


This is nothing like he expected. It's more than disappointing, actually. He wants to kick himself for even thinking 
like that, but this is by far the worst shag he has ever participated in, which says a lot. 


It says even more that Sav's involved. God, they usually have great sex. He imagined this to be exciting and 
fucking poetic, the bloody epitome of rock-star hedonism. Licking blow off of each other's chests, laughing like 
hyenas and just-the energy, man. Not this. The first fifteen minutes or so were unadulterated ecstasy, but 


now Joe feels like he's fucking a corpse. 

When Joe comes, it's more of a relief than out of pleasure. And afterwards, Sav sort of just lies there on the 
bed, staring at the ceiling with the most unreadable expression, absolutely vacant in any desire for 
reciprocation. 

Joe doesn't know it yet, but the reason why he can't read that expression is because there is none. Sav might 
as well be unconscious with his eyes open, at this point. As he comes to this realisation, he notices that the 
poor bloke is shaking. 

"Babe," Joe grazes a palm over Sav's arm. "Babe, are you alright?" 

Sav mumbles something. 

"What's that?" 

"|... | think I'm going to--" 

Sav covers his mouth with his hand and Joe immediately grabs a conveniently nearby rubbish-bin 

Joe rubs his hand along Sav's back, trying to block out the sounds of retching, all the while running through 
the symptoms of cocaine overdose in his head. None of this information was accumulated by experience, mind 
you, but from the bad stories that he heard from his more-decadent peers. 

"Is this normal?" The words are near unintelligible by how much Sav's voice is shaking, and when he looks up to 


Joe, he's got black tears running down his face from his eyeliner with the same consistency as the blood 


dripping from his nose. 


Even though the ground feels like cement, there's almost a slight give to it. It's the mushiness of a substance 


that has been fermenting in moisture for years. 


Wherever this is, it smells like mildew. It's so dark in here that Joe can't see his own hands, which are on that 


moist ground, inches away from his face. 


Speaking of his face.. Shit, it hurts. He's still trying to break out of that daze of waking up, so everything is 
starting to come back in slow motion. Like starting up an old car. The pain is at its worst right below his left 
eye, so he blindly lifts a hand to feel it. The skin feels hot and distended, so much so that the lukewarm 


moisture from the floor on his hand is almost soothing. 

He can hear movement. Then the unmistakable feeling of calloused hands on his bare hips, which makes him 
realise that he's nude. Just the feeling of those hands resurfaces more pain, making him realise that his hips 
are sore; he doesn't want to think about the possible causes. 


The hands feel different than The Vistor's, and he wonders just how long he's been in here. 


He hears more movement, all from different points in this room. He can hear bits and pieces of what he 


perceives to be an argument, which leads him to believe that he's being fought over. 
The hands on his hips, they pull slightly, tugging him into a really uncomfortable, but familiar position. 
Scratch the prior fought: They're fighting over who gets to go next. 


Joe clenches his teeth in response to the sudden pain of whoever-that-is entering him. One fluid moment; he 


didn't even have the chance to protest. 


Ever since Rick's accident, Joe hated being inside hospitals. The strong scent of disinfectants and iodine and 
citrus floor cleaner that seem To loom, stagnantly, in the air in the way that only chemicals can do. Stagnancy. 


That's the perfect word to describe hospitals. Stagnancy and Restriction. Two things that he knows Sav hates. 
God, he feels horrible. 


There's an officer questioning Joe, right outside of the room. They would probably ask Sav, as well, to compare 
information, but Sav isn't exactly.. well, anything, right now. Joe wouldn't know though, as they haven't let him 
see him. "Who purchased the drugs?" 


In other words: "Whose fault is this?" 


In a legal sense, Sav is technically to blame for everything. The money was his; he consensually made the 
transaction In some other, more emotionally-inclined sense, one of which is dominating Joe's mind at the 


moment, it's all his fault. He supported the decision, he led him to the dealer, and therefore he's to blame. 


If Joe tells the truth, he has no idea what would happen to Sav. Although, he knows that if he takes the blame, 
he is handing himself over to the authorities for a crime he didn't commit. And if, god forbid, Sav somehow 
doesn't recover, Joe could potentially serve life in prison He's not an idiot, he's done the calculations. And he's 


come to the conclusion that, well, his conscience being clear is a bit more of priority. 

Oh yeah, he's also the frontman of a very successful rock band. Not to denounce the punishment, but it's not 
like he can't afford the bail. Worst-case scenario, he'll go behind bars for a couple of days before the 
processing goes through. What's the worst that could happen, right? 


"Who purchased the drugs?" the officer repeats. 


Not even hesitating, Joe replies, "I did" 


